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10 THE 
LORD VISCOUNT FEILDING, 
(WHOM THE TIES OF NATURE 
PROMPT HIM TO LOVE, 
AND MERIT _ 
COMPELS HIM TO ESTEEM, 
THE FOLLOWING POEM 
IS INSCRIBED, ' 
BY HIS SINCERE FRIEND 
AND AFFECTIONATE BROTHER, 


CHARLES JOHN FEILDING.. 
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AN E G L O O U 'E. 
Funn by the gentleſt breezes of the May, 
Young Damon wildly tuned his untaught lay. 
Wildly he tuned by inborn genius fired, 
As Fancy prompted, and the Muſe inſpired. 
He ſung of tears that pale Amyntas ſhed 5 
(Amyntas, weeping o'er his Delia dead): 
He ſung, bow, Thyrſis in the ground 'was laid 
(The ſweeteſt Poet of the Sylvan ſhade): - 


>. 


Sung how a Father heaved the heart- felt groan, - 
And with that Father's ſorrows mix'd his own. 10 


B Nor 


LY. I 

Nor did the dead alone engroſs his care, 
He ſung the living vouth, the living Fair. 
He bade the gale to Strephon's ear convey, 
To Strephon's partial ear, the friendly lay: 
ot Lauras charmi he tal the Gent Vale, 
And wooed Sweet Echo to repeat the tale; 
Sweet Echo heard the prayer Th' enchanted Swain: 
With fond delight fat lining to the ſtrain, 
On each returning note with rapture hung, 
And wonder d at the lays himſelf had ſung. 20 

If ſuch delight fuch Muſit could impart, 
What heav'nly tranſports would have filꝰd his heart, 
What raptures would have gliſten'd in his eye 
How would each vein have thrill'd with ecſtacy: 
How 9 ſenſe had been with frenzy Gred, 
Had Laura ſung the lays, herſelf inſpired! 

| And 


11 
And now a ſofter ſtrain the Youth would try, 
And fat attentive for the Nymph's reply. 
'When ah! no more he hears her caves repeat 
Love's tender lay, ſo magically ſweet; 30 
The thund ring drum now rattles from afar, 
And the ſhrill trumpet brays the din of War. 


Quick from the ground he ſtarts with wild amaze, 
And eyes the Vale around with Horror's gaze. 
That Vale how-.changed !—where late with roſes crown'd, 
The careleſs Shepherds tripd thr frolic round; 
Or watch'd on mofly banks their fleecy care; 
or held ſoft dalliance withi the ſmiling fair, 
(While Love in each fond boſoga/breath'd a fich, 
Glow 'd on each cheek, and flaſh'd from ev'ry 76) * 


Horror invades, and War's terrific mien I 
Blaſts the gay proſpect, and deforms the ſcene. | 


B 2 Around 


14 
Around no brows do fragrant roſes bloom, 
There gleams the helmet, and there nods the plume ; 
On moſſy banks no Shepherd tunes his lay; 
The flocks neglected rove to wolves a prey; 
Nor leſs neglected mourns the drooping Maid 
Her lighted beauties in the lonely ſhade. 


pale is her cheek, and languid ſwims her eye, 


And the ſoft figh ſhe heaves is Sorrow's ſigh. 30 


Long time in dumb furprize the Shepherd ſtood, 
View'd the changed ſcene, and trembled as he view'd $ 
Saw down the rocks a ſtream of ethos pour, 
And boned, aſtoniſh'd heard, the mingled roar. 
While thus the Swain is fix d in ſpeechleſs trance, 
Behold a Youth. of well-known form advance, 

For both from one indulgent Father ſprung, 


And both around one virtuous Mother clung. 


With 


[ies 1 


With martial ſtep, the blooming Hero came, 


The ſame in feature, as by birth the ſame. 
Alike the curls which down his ſhoulders flow, 


Alike his cheeks, but of a richer glow. 
Alike his limbs, but more of ſtrength diſplay ; 


Alike his eyes, but beam a brighter ray.. 


Such: Dorylas, who led the martial train 
While Damon piped upon the rural plain. Wh. 
Tho? like in outward form, begin, my Maſe, | 
And tell how each a diffrent theme purſues. 
How one for glorious War prefers his plea, 
And one for ſweet Tranquillity, and Thee. 70 


DO RT LAS. 

Why does my Brother thus his youthful bloom 
In eaſe inglorious, amid ſhades, conſume? 

Heard ſt 
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11 


Heard'ſt thou the trumpet's voice? or could thine ear 


The thrilling clangor without rapture hear? 


| Didfſt thou not ſcorn thy ſoft Arcadian lay, 


And throw thy uſeleſs pipe deſpiſed away? 
Ah! no, thou didſt not----ftill in ruſtic pride 
The am'rous bawble dangles at thy fide. 


D A M ON. 


Yes, ſtill, Tweet ſoother of each penſive hour, 


My foul enamouf d owns thy magic power! 80 
Oft time when Morning oped her golden eye, 


oft time when Evening's bluſhes ſtreak d the ſy, 


Oft time when Phoebus ſhed his noontide ray, 
Or Cynthia traced thro' broken clouds her way, 


Thy tender ſtrains have bade the Morning ſmile, | 


Have Evening's ling'ring bluſh detain'd awhile, 
Have temperd fultry phoœbus : mid-day heat, 55 
And made mild Cynthia empire doubly ſweet. 

— N Nor 
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=. 


Nor did a much-loved brother's tongue refrain 


With partial praiſes to commend the ſtrain. 90 


F D ORT IL A'S. 

Then had no trumpet's ſoul-awak'ning ſound 
To this enraptur d ear it's paſſage found; 
Then had no enſigus of the battle ſpread 
Their dazzling radiance round this wond'ring head; 
Then had not Glory's form ſupremely bright 
Burſt with full luſtre on my raviſl'd. ſight, . 
And, borne majeſtic in her flaming car, 
Thrice waved her ſpear, and pointed-to the war. 
Again the heavnly viſion. ſtrikes my eyes: 
A flood of radiance burſts from all the ſkies. 100 
Again, again bright Glory I behold: 
Whirl ahh her rolling throne of burning gold; 


Again ſhe waves her ſpear, and points the way, . 
To War's enſanguined field, and I abey. | + 


D A M O N. 


D AMON. 

Obey her call!—to me theſe glades belong, 
Theſe glades where late I ſaw the Queen of Song. 
Here, while beneath this ſil ver hawthorn's ſhade, 
At eaſe reclined, my careleſs limbs I laid : 
(What time Day's fev'riſh eye Eve's fingers cloſe, 
And her ſoft warblings lull him to repoſe.) 110 
The heavnly Maid, in veſt of varying hue, 


Tript oer the daiſied green; and met my view. 


Bare was her heaving breaſt that ſnamed the ſnow, 


And true to ev'ry touch of joy or woe. 


Bright were her eyes, but in their radiance wild, 

By turns in tears they ſwam, by turns they ſmiled. 

Yet thro' the mournful ſhow'rs (O ſtrange to tell!) 
Beam'd rapture's ſun, and gilt them as they fell. 118 
t, Bleſt youth (ſhe cried) whoſe ſtudious footſteps run 


From thoſe rude ſcenes which peace delights to ſhun, 
| « Who, 


EL 1411 
6 Who, far from Faſhion and her tinſel train, 
4 Prefer'ſt ſweet Quiet's ſolitary reign; 
«© Whoſe heav'a-fix'd eye is wont, at Night's calm noon, 
6 To watch from cloud to cloud the wand'ring Moon; 
e Whoſe penſive ear, while Silence hovers round, 
Feeds on the Village death-bell's diſtant ſound; 
* Or loves, as now, at evening's gentler hour, 
W hear ſweet Philomel from yonder bower; , 
This pipe can life of all its cares beguile, 
« And win Misfortune's ſelf to wear a ſmile. | 130 
4 This pipe be thine!” She ſpoke, and forth ſhe drew. 
The myſtic reed, then vaniſh'd. from my view. 


D ORT LAS. 
Indulge thy dream! in Indolence reclin'd, 
Wooe the ſoft waving of the Weſtern wind! 
To moralizing brooks incline thine ear! 
Pipe thy ſweet lays to rocks that cannot hear! 
Wo b With: 


L 14 J 
With philoſophic ſcorn the world deſpiſe: 


The empty world and all its vanities! 

Seek ſome deep Foreſt's moſt impervious ſhade, 

Some Paradiſe, uncurſt with human tread ! 140 
Improve the tranſient moments as they fly 

With morals on a flower's mortality! 

In rapt᷑rous ſilence waſte whole nights away, 

And liſten to the ſcreech- ow s magic lay; 

Supremely bleſt if ſome kind Youth would ſwell 
Death's horrid train, that thou might hear the knell ! 


But if to ſweet Society inclind 
Thy tera Solitude ſhow'd pall thy mind, 
Seek the ſoft converſe of ſome rural Fair! 
Twine flow'ry chaplets to adorn her hair! 150 
| Then while you fit beneath the poplar bough, 
40. Call ev'fy God to witneſs to your vow; 
Tho? 


( 15 ] 
Tho' with nice {kill from ev'ry mead you choſe 
The faireſt lily, and the brighteſt roſe, 
Yet the rich tint which Nature's hand has thrown 
O'er her loy'd cheek, and her loy'd cheek alone; 
Yet the pure ſnow which on her gentle breaſt 


Pants like a dove alarm'd upon her neſt, 
With ſuch ſuperior beauties court the eye, 


That pale the roſes turn, the lilies die. 160 


Dream on !—Be mine with martial rage to glow ! 
To hurl defiance on the tremblin g foe! 
Be mine with this good faulchion to engage, 
Where the fight burns, and where the thickeſt rage.” 
Be mine to force th' aſtoniſh'd troops to run 


Before this look, like miſts before the Sun! 


D A M ON. 


Hence to the war! Indulge thy ſavage ear 


With the wild ſhrieks of comfortleſs Def Pair! 
C 2 With 


L 06. 7] 
With eager joy drink in the Widow's cry! 
Feaſt on the frantic Mother's agony ! I70 
Hark! hark! My Son! my murder'd Son!” ſhe calls, 
Then fainting ver the bleeding body falls. 
„My blooming Hero ſhall not die,” (ſhe cries) 
And ſtrains him to her breaſt—Her Hero dies. 
Enjoy her pangs! with rapture ſee her tear 
The rev'rend honours of her filver hair! 
Enjoy her pangs ! and let each burſting groan, 


That heaves her heart with madneſs, ſooth thy own! 


DORY L A S8. 


Ah! ſeek not, to thy Brother's fame a foe, 
To blaſt his op'ning laurels ere they blow. 180 
| Should the fond mother fill with ſhrieks the plain, | 
Should the ſad widow weep her huſband ſlain, 


b 


My 


Wt 
My eye like thine would drop Compaſſion's tear, 


My hand would ſuccour, and my breath would chear. 


Yes, wretched mourners, who, by Fate's decree, 
Bend, rainly bend, the ſupplicating knee, 
That pitying Heav'n your beſt- beloved would ſpare, 
Then view them periſh, ere you end the prayer; 
My boſom bleeds for ev'ry pang you feel, 


And mourns the ſorrows, which it cannot heal. 190 


Britannia calls ! hey foes are gather'd round 
All, all prepare her fated breaſt to wound. 
Her virtuous maids the tears of anguiſh pour, 
Her pious matrons kneel upon the ſhore. 
Heard'ſt thou that ſhriek? Perhaps the ſavage foe 
Aims at thy mother's heart the deadly blow. 
Matron, in vain thou call'ſt for Damon's aid. 


He pipes, . regardleſs, in the peaceful ſhade, 
| IR And 


1 


And, while ſoft echoes to his lays reply, 


Heeds not a dying Mother's piercing cry. 200 
D AMON. 


Give me a ſword! this feeble hand ſhall ſave 
A much-loved Parent from the op'ning grave. 
Give me a ſword! while filial love ſupplies 
That ſtrength which nature, and which health denies. 
Alas! vain boaſt! E'en now my treach'rous hand 
Diſclaims obedience to my heart's command! 
To thee the glitt ring weapon I conſign-! 
No arm can wield it more beloved than thine ! 
May'ſt thon—(but hence, diſguiſe! no Damon now, 
"Tis CHARLEs for WILLIAM breathes theardent vow.) 210 
May'ſt thou, bleſt Youth, with endleſs laurel cround, 
Renown'd for conqueſt, as for worth renown'd, 
Long live thy Country's firm defence to prove, 


And gain a Nation's, as a Brother's love! 
4 


Nor 


(a9) 


Nor (tho' far nobler aim thy boſom fires) 
Scorn the rude verſe which Friendſhip's voice inſpires. 
Friendſhip who (mindful of that happy day 
Which gave the theme that animates my lay) 
Bids ev'ry joy mortality can know, 
Bids ev'ry joy exempt from ev'ry woe 220 
Shed his bright ſunſhine o'er each future hour, 


And mix with Virtue's garland, Pleaſure's flower. 


F NN. 8. 
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